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Sandughash (CaHayralw) 
Kazakh Folk Song 
Arr. Onlegen B. Daldenbaev (OHnereu B. Dangen6aes) 
Sofia Radenko, mezzo-soprano (1st-year Mus Bac) 


Oré mo Bhaidin 
Irish Traditional 
Arr. Shirley Starke 
Katie Kirkpatrick, soprano (4th-year Performance) 


#XJEL34] (Song of the Autumn Wind) 
6 Bik Siyue Zhao (b. 1985) 
Tracy Wong, soprano (3rd-year Performance) 


Canciones clasicas espafiolas, Vol. 1 
V. Del cabello mas sutil 
VI. Con amores, la mi madre 
Fernando Obradors (1897-1945) 
Trinity Turino, mezzo-soprano (1st-year Performance) 


LFA (In the Mountain) 
Chen Tianhe (1911-1955) 
Jeanne Tsui, mezzo-soprano (1st-year Mus Bac) 


Triste 
Eduardo Fabini (1882-1950) 
Belén Fazio, soprano (3rd-year Music Education) 


We wish to acknowledge this land on which the University of Toronto operates. For thousands of years it has 
been the traditional land of the Huron-Wendat, the Seneca, and the Mississaugas of the Credit. Today, this 
meeting place is still the home to many Indigenous people from across Turtle Island and we are grateful to 
have the opportunity to work on this land. 


As part of the Faculty’s commitment to improving Indigenous inclusion, we call upon all members of our 
community to start/continue their personal journeys towards understanding and acknowledging Indigenous 
peoples’ histories, truths and cultures. Visit indigenous.utoronto.ca to learn more. 


La Steaua 
Tudor Ciortea (1903-1982) 
Emma Puscalau, soprano (1st-year Performance) 


Doa 
Binsar Sitompul (1923-1991) 
Jaidyn McFadden, soprano (4th-year Performance) 


Mapraputku (Daisies, 6 Romances, Op. 38 no. 3) 
Sergei Rachmaninoff (1873-1943) 
Chiara Urban, soprano (4th-year Composition) 


ComHenne (Doubt) 
Mikhail Glinka (1804-1857) 
Elizabeth Gilerovitch, soprano (2nd-year Performance) 


& HE (Crying Ospreys) 
#4 BF Jiping Zhao (b.1945) 
Arr. 228% Cong Li 
Enquan (Frank) Yu, tenor (4th-year Performance) 


Granada 
Agustin Lara (1897-1970) 
William Salinas-Crosby, tenor (4th-year Performance) 


Lugar Secreto 
Gabriela Rocha (b. 1994) 
Christine D’ Clario (b. 1982) 
Maren Richardson, soprano (4th-year Performance) 


Balada Ton Esthiseon Ke Paresthiseon 
Manos Hatzidakis (1925-1994) 
Dimitra Kahrimanidis, mezzo-soprano (4th-year Music Education); Stelios Hois, piano; Jordan 
lordanous, bouzouki 


A Night to Remember 
Laufey (b. 1999) 
Beabadoobee (b. 2000) 
Dorothea Unwin, mezzo-soprano (4th-year Comprehensive); Christine Suh, mezzo-soprano, Thomas 
Carli, percussion; 
Cédric Thériault, guitar; Jude Littlefield Buschlen, bass 


UPCOMING EVENTS: 


Side-by-Side Concert: Winter Bach II: Acclaimed faculty and students perform works by the 
master, including the Concerto for Oboe and Violin, The Second Orchestral Suite in B Minor, and 
Cantata TBD. Mark Fewer, violin; Sarah Jeffrey, oboe; Monica Whicher, soprano. 

Mar. 4, 7:30 pm | Walter Hall 


Text and Translations 


The following texts and translations that have been reproduced in this document may be protected by copyright 
and they are provided to you in accordance with the University of Toronto's Fair Dealing Guidelines 
(http.//uoft.me/copyfair) and/or exceptions granted to educational institutions in the Copyright Act (Canada). The 
University of Toronto takes its copyright obligations seriously; if you have any questions or concerns about the 
material available in this document, please contact: performance.music@utoronto.ca 


Oro mo Bhaidin 
Irish Traditional 


Oré mo bhaidin ag snamh ar an chuan 
Oré mo bhaidin 

Faighimis na maidi agus téimis chun siul, 
Oré mo bhaidin 


Ord mo churraichin 6 
Oro mo bhaidin 


Crochfaidh mé seolta is gabhfaidh mé siar 

Oro mo bhaidin 

‘S go hOiche Fhéile Eoin ni thiocfaidh mé aniar 
Oro mo bhaidin 


Nach lufar i ag iomramh soir agus siar, 
Oro mo bhaidin 

A saru ni bhfaighidh tu 6 Arainn go Cliar, 
Ord mo bhaidin 


Oh my little boat as she glides in the bay 
Oh my little boat 

Let’s get the sticks and we'll row on 

Oh my little boat 


Oh my little curragh 
Oh my little boat 


| will raise the sails and | will go west 
Oh my little boat 

And until St. John’s night | will not return 
Oh my little boat 


She is nimble rowing east and west 

Oh my little boat 

You will not find a breach from Arainn to Cliar 
Oh my little boat 


X Fal Al Song of the Autumn Wind 
44 Li Bai (701-762) 


PX EL PX A BA, Fresh autumn breeze, bright autumn moon. 
BRRiah SABRE. Wherever the winds travel, fallen leaves 
gather and scatter, startling the crows who 
+8 BAB Ae]? tremble in the sullen wake of the passing 
winds. 
Ie BFF Ibe Ac St Za Ts! 
When will we meet again? It is impossible to 
ARHBP MARAE, tell. 
RBS RABE, If you enter the gates of my longing, 
you will understand the depth of my pain. 
ka tH BS FRB ta, 
Endless longing brings lasting memories 
FST AO ee AUD, that could never be cleaved apart. 
yearning sears and burns each fleeting 
fe] 20 eS SHB ak instant 


and has no end in sight. 


If | had known from the start 

that my feelings for you 

would be as excruciating and entangling 
as this chilly autumn breeze, 

I'd rather that we never meet at all. 


Del cabello mas sutil 
Spanish Traditional 


Del cabello mas sutil 

Que tienes en tu trenzado 
He de hacer una cadena 
Para traerte a mi lado. 
Una alcarraza en tu casa, 
Chiquilla, quisiera ser, 
Para besarte en la boca, 
Cuando fueras a beber. 


Con amores, la mi madre 


Juan de Anchieta (1462-1523) 


Con amores, la mi madre, 
Con amores me dormi; 
Asi dormida sohaba 

Lo que el corazon velaba, 
Que el amor me consolaba 
Con mas bien que mereci. 


Adormeciome el favor 

Que amor me did con amor; 
Did descanso a mi dolor 

La fe con que le servi 

Con amores, la mi madre, 
Con amores me dormi! 


Of the Softest Hair 


Of the softest hair 

which you have in your braid, 

| wish to make a chain 

so that | may bring you to my side. 
A jug in your home, 

Little one, | would like to be. 

So that | may kiss you 

Each time you take a drink 


Due to your Love, Mother 


Due to your love, mother, 
With loving, | fell asleep; 
While sleeping, | dreamed 
What was in my waking heart, 
That love consoled me 

More than | deserved. 


| was lulled to sleep through the favor 
Of your love given to me lovingly; 

| was allowed to relax from my pain 
Through faith which supports me 

Due to your love, mother, 

With loving, | fell asleep! 
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Triste 
Elias Regules (1861-1929) 


Yo también puedo tener 
de afectos el alma llena, 
Que donde vive una pena 
puede brotar un placer. 
Pues en todo hay, a mi ver, 
Dulzura con esplendor: 

El tigre tiene su amor, 

Su carifo la paloma, 

La rosa brinda su aroma 

Y hasta el cardo tiene flor. 


In the Mountains 
Xu Zhimo (1897-1931) 


The courtyard is an oasis of quiet 
Surrounded by the clamour of the town; 
Shadows of pines are woven on the ground, 
Bright and beauteous is the full moon. 


Nobody knows in the mountains of tonight 
What scenery there will be: 

Pine-trees perhaps, and moonlight, 

And deeper quiet. 


O, to swim in the waves of the moon, 
To become a gust of ethereal wind 
And frolic in deep mountains 

And rouse the spring-intoxicated pines! 


| would puff a fresh green needle 
Towards your window, so it would alight 
Gently, like a tender sigh— 

Your tranquil slumber not to stir. 


Sad 


I, foo, can have a soul-full 

of all manner of affections, 

For wheresoever trouble lies, 

pleasure may likewise sprout. 

In my sight, in everything 

there is sweetness and splendour. 

The tiger has his love, 

the dove her affection, 

the rose provides her perfumed aroma, 
and even the lowly thistle has flowers. 


La Steaua 
Mihai Eminescu (1850-1889) 


La steaua care a rasarit E-o cale atat de lunga, 


Ca mii de ani i-au trebuiit Luminii sa ne-ajunga. 


Poate de mult s-a stins in drum In departari 
albastre 

lar raza ei abia acum Luci vederii noastre. 
Icoana stelei ce-a murit incet pe cer se suie: 


Era pe cand nu s-a zarit, Azi o vedem, si nu e. 
Tot astfel cand al nostru dor Pieri in noaptea 


adanca, 
Lumina stinsului amor Ne urmareste inca. 


Doa 
Binsar Sitompul (1923-1991) 


Di malam sunyi seperti ini aku sendiri 


Alam membisu hening menyepi bagai bersemedi 


Tuhan Mahakasih 

Lihatlah hambaMu 

Berilah sentiasa Terangmu 

Kurnia RahmatMu nikmat hidup 
Untuk ummatMu 

PerlindunganMu 

Kauberikan selalu 

Segala puji dan syukur bagiMu 

Yang Mahaagung 

Di Malam sunyi seperti ini aku berdiri 
Panjatkan syukur berbareng puji pada Illahi 
S’moga berk’nan ya Tuhan. 

Amin. 


To The Star 


To the star that has risen, it is such a long path, 
That it took thousands of years for its light to 
reach us. 


Perhaps much of it has extinguished in its path of 


the distant blue, 

But now the rays scarcely illumine our sight. 
The starry icon that has died climbs slowly 
toward heaven: 

It existed when it could not be seen, today we 
see it and it no longer exists. 

All the others when you lose our longing in the 
deep night, 

The light of extinguished love follows us still. 


Prayer 


On a silent night such as this, | am alone 
Nature’s silent solitude is like meditation 
God Almighty 

Behold your servant 

Give your light always 

Gift your mercy and enjoyment of life 

For your people 

Your protection 

You always give 

All praise and gratitude for you 

That the Almighty 

On a silent night such as this, | am standing 
Saying both my gratitude and praise for God 
| hope God is pleased. 

Amen. 


Mapraputku 
Igor Severyanin (1887 - 1941) 


O, NocmoTpy, KaK MHOro MaprapuToK 
V\ Tam, U TYT, 

OHN UBeTYT, UX MHOPO, UX U3ObITOK. 
OHM UBeTYT. 

Ux nenecTku TpexrpaHHble, 

Kak KpbIJIba, 

Kak Oenbii Wenk. 

B Hux neta Mou! 

B Hux pagocTb u3so6unba 

B HUX CBeTNbIN NONK. 

TOTOBb, 3EMNA, LIBETAM U3 POC HanuToK, 
an cok cte6nw... 

O, qeBywku, 

O, 3Be30bI MaprapuTOK, 

Al Bac non! 


ComHeHue 
Nestor Kukolnik (1809-1868) 


YAMUTECb, BONHEHUA CTpactu! 

S3acHu, OesHage>KHoe cepze! 

Al nnayy, A cTpaxKazy, - 

Aywa yTomunacb B pasnyke; 

A ctipaKgy, A nnayy, - 

He BbinnakaTb ropa B Cne3ax. 

HanpacHo Hage>Kay MHe cyacTbe rafaer, 
He Bepto, He Bepto OOe€TaM KOBaPHbIM! 
Pasnyka yHOCUT nto6oBb. 

Kak COH HEOTCTYNHbIN MU FpO3HbIN, 

MuHe CHUTCA CONEPHUK CuaCTNMBbIN, 

VY TanHo u 3noOHO 

KunaAlan PpeBHOCTb nbinaer, 

VU TanHo u 3no6HO Opykua ULUET pyka. 
HanpacHo u3MeHy MHe peBHOCTb rafaer, 
He Bepto, He BEplO KOBapHbIM HaBeTaM. 
Al cuactTnues, Tbl CHOBa MOA. 

MunyetT neyanbHoe Bpema, - 

Mb!i CHoBa OO6HUMem pyr Apyra, 

VU CTpacTHO VU KapKO 3a6beTCA BOCKpecWiee 
cepaue, Vi cTpacTHOo VU KapKo C yCTaMN COnbIOTCA 
ycta. 


Daisies 


Oh, look, how many daisies 

Are scattered here and there, 
They’re blooming, there are many, 
They are abundant! 

They're blooming, 

Their triangular petals, 

Are like wings, 

Of white silk. 

In them is the power of summer! 
In them is the joy of abundance 
In them is a bright army. 
Prepare, oh earth, 

For flowers a potion of dew! 
Give juice to the stem... 

Oh, maidens, 

Oh, stars of daisies, 

| love you! 


Doubt 


Be stopped, restlessness of passion! 

Fall asleep, hopeless heart! 

| weep, | suffer, 

The soul is tired of separation; 

| suffer, | weep, 

Not to sob the grief into tears. 

In vain hope to me happiness looks, 

| do not believe, | do not believe insidious vows! 
Separation takes away love. 

Like a sleep persistent and terrible, 

| dream of my happy rival, 

And secretly and maliciously 

boiling jealousy blazes, 

And secretly and maliciously 

my hand searches for a weapon. 

In vain jealousy brings treason to me, 

| do not believe, | do not believe the insidious 
slander. 

| am happy: you are mine again. 

Sadly the time passes, 

we again embrace/hug each other, 

And passionately and hotly my happy heart 
throbs again, 

And passionately and hotly our lips melt together. 
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Lugar Secreto 
Gabriela Rocha, Christine D’ Clario 


Eres lo que mas anhelo 

Mi aliento eres tu 

En Tus brazos esta mi lugar 
Estoy aqui, estoy aqui. 


Padre amo tu presencia 
Tu sonrisa es vida en mi 
Seguroa en tu mano estoy 
Confio en ti, confio en ti. 


Quiero ir mas profundo 
Llévame mas cerca 
Dende te encuentro 

En el lugar secreto 

A tus pies me rindo 
Pues toda tu gloria 
Quiero ver 

Solo quiero poderte ver 


Crying Ospreys 
From The Book of Odes and Hymns 


Merrily the ospreys cry, 

On the islet in the stream. 
Gentle and graceful is the girl, 
A fit wife for the gentleman. 


Short and long the floating water plants, 
Left and right you may pluck them. 

Gentle and graceful is the girl, 

Awake he longs for her and in his dreams. 


When the courtship has failed, 

Awake he thinks of her and in his dreams. 
Filled with sorrowful thoughts, 

He tosses about unable to sleep. 


Short and long the floating water plants, 
Left and right you may gather them. 
Gentle and graceful is the girl, 

He'd like to wed her, the qin and se playing. 


Short and long the floating water plants, 
Left and right you may collect them. 
Gentle and graceful is the girl, 


He'd like to marry her, bells and drums beating. 


Secret Place 


You are what | crave the most. 
My breath is you. 

In your arms is my place. 

I'm here, I'm here 


Father, | love Your presence. 
Your smile is life in me. 

Safe in your hand, I'm 

| trust you, | trust you. 


| want to go deeper. 

Take me closer, where | find you. 
In the secret place 

At your feet, | give up. 

At your feet | surrender 

Well all your glory 

| want to see 

Well, all your glory, | want to see 


Envuélveme en tu gloria y poder 
Pues tu majestad es real 
Y tu voz resuena en mi ser 


Granada 
Agustin Lara (1897-1970) 


Granada tierra sohada por mi, 
mi cantar se vuelve gitano 
cuando es para ti. 


Mi cantar, hecho de fantasia, 
mi cantar, flor de melancolia, 
que yo te vengo a dar. 


Granada, tierra ensangrentada 
en tardes de toros, 
mujer que conserva el embrujo 
de los ojos moros. 


Te sueno rebelde y gitana, 
cubierta de flores 

y beso tu boca de grana, 
jugosa manzana 

que me habla de amores. 


Granada, manola cantada 
en coplas preciosas, 

no tengo otra cosa que darte 
que un ramo de rosas. 


De rosas, de suave fragancia 


que le dieran marco a la virgen morena. 


Granada, tu tierra esta Ilena 
de lindas mujeres, 
de sangre y de sol. 


Wrap me in Your glory and power 
Well, Your majesty is real. 


And your voice resonates in my being. 


Granada 


Granada, land of my dreams, 
mine becomes a gypsy song 
when | sing to you. 


My singing, made of fantasy, 
my song, melancholy flower, 
that | come to give you. 


Granada, land covered in blood 
from the bullfighting afternoons, 
women who preserve the spell 
of Moorish eyes. 


A dream-land, a rebel, a gypsy, 
covered with flowers, 

and | kiss your scarlet mouth, 
juicy apple 

that tells me about love affairs. 


Granada, beauty sung 

in precious ballads, 

| have nothing else to give you 
but a bouquet of roses. 


Of roses, of soft fragrance 
That surrounds the dark virgin. 


Granada, your soil is full 
of beautiful woman, 
blood and sunshine. 


H ptraAdvta TWwv aio8hoEwv KAI TWV 
TrapaioOnoewv 
Apns AaBapakn¢e 


Zav TIAAIO OIVEUR 

Kal oav TN XAAIUa 

TOU HIAGE! WE Ta TrAldid, 

Oou KpUBW ThHv AANPEIa 

KI AMAVW aTTd6 Ta OTHPIa YoU va Byouv 
TTApAYUOlA via KEivoUS TI’ ayaTIOUV: 


Ma OTIVUESG UUOTIKEG 
yla AGUWEIC HAYIKES 
yl’ AYKAAIEG EMWTIKEG 
YI VUXTEG PWTEIVES 


Zav TIAAIO OlVEUG 

Kal oav TN XAAIUa 

TOU HIAGE! WE TA TrAldId, 

Oou KpUBW THv AANPEIa 

KI AMAVW aTT6 Ta OTHPIa YoU va Byouv 
TApaYUOAlA via KEivoUs TI’ ayaTIOUV: 


Ma OTIYESG WUOTIKEG 
yla AGUWEIC HAYIKES 
yl’ AYKAAIEG EMWTIKEG 
VIO VUXTEG PWTEIVES 


2' AYKAAIGCGW OTO OKOTAO! 
O€ TUAiyW U' Eva xao! 


Twoa eival YUuVdc 

viw8w oav 8Edc¢ 

@WTEIVOG SUVATOG, 

UTTopEic va y' AYATIAOEIC 

UTTOpEiG VA HOU QWTICEIS UIA OTIYUN 
TO KOPHi HOU Eival UOVO APopyunN: 


Ma OTIVUEG UUOTIKES 
yla AGUWEICG HAYIKES 
yl’ AYKAAIEG EMWTIKEG 
VIO VUXTEG PWTEIVES 


Ballad of sensations and illusions 
Aris Davarakis (b. 1953) 


Like an old cinema 

and like Halima 

who talks to children 

I'm hiding the truth from you 
and | let it out of my chest 
fairy tales for those who love: 


For secret moments, 
for magical sparkles 
for romantic hugs 
for bright nights 


Like an old cinema 

and like Halima 

who talks to children 

I'm hiding the truth from you 
and | let it out of my chest 
fairy tales for those who love: 


For secret moments, 
for magical sparkles 
for romantic hugs 
for bright nights 


I'm holding you in the darkness 
wrapped in a touch 


Naked | stand upright 

| feel like a god 

very strong, very bright 

now you can love me 

you can enlighten me for a moment 
my body is only the occasion: 


For secret moments, 
for magical sparkles 
for romantic hugs 
for bright nights 


A Night to Remember 
Beabadoobee, Laufey, Jacob Bugden 


Swore I'd seen you before 

Watched you walk through the door 
Somethin’ in your eye 

Reminded me of somebody | used to know 


You touch my back 

| took your hand 

Somethin' from your touch felt shockingly familiar 
And I'd swore I'd seen you before 


Oh, | swore I'd seen you before 


Underneath the sheets 

You enchanted me 

And whispered sweet nothings in my ear 
| shivered beneath you 

All wrapped up in embers 

It was a night to remember 


Then | walked away 

You asked me to stay 

Now you're thinkin’ of what could've been 

But you've become someone I've seen before 


| swore I'd seen you before 


Underneath the sheets 

You enchanted me 

And whispered sweet nothings in my ear 
| shivered beneath you 

All wrapped up in embers 

It was a night, enchanting night 

To remember 


